Story, 


WeH eC eHe 
June 2. HOSME Re 
1565. 
AeCheney 
Havana, NeYe An ardent admirer! 
Dear Sir. 


I must try to say in assuming liberty of addressing you bhat I 
could notice only with sentiments of profound admiration your very bril- 
liant and distinguished literary career. I have read with especial pleas- 
ure your beautiful contributions to the realm of Song-------- _~ermit me 
to mention here, that I am now engaged, in accordance with request of the 
Historical Society at Buffalo in making investigation respecting history 
of this regbon of our state------ I believe that you have given tbe sub- 
fect of Indian KEHKEXKK history considerable research, and I may feel as- 
sured of your good wishes in prosecuting the enquiries e---<---- 

Gan you give me information relating to the Indians who had occupid 
this region=- the chiefs, traces of fortifications etce, and partiucularly 
information respecting Cathern Montern or her earlier history; the time 
of her decease, Place of burial etc.--I will enquire if you will have it 
in your power to confer exceeding favor of mailing to my aadress( T Apole 
eon Cheney ,LeLeDe) a copy of your poem"Yonnondio" and, as it would be in- 
valuable, I should gratefully appreciate the kindness.(7!T!!?% 2°) 
$31) "I will beg to add that Ihave been preparing a souvenir designed to 
include poems df a few of our most eminent American Poets- to which Messr 
Halleck, Bryant , Bayard Taylor ,Street, TeBeRead, Holmes, Mrs. Sigyrney ; 
Alice and Phoebe Carey have respectively contributed choice poemé- this 
colleciion or AuoOgrapn poems is intended for my library- and i shall be 
extremely gratificd if you can confe. inestimable favor of writing a shor 
poem, one or two verses -----which I may have the honor of affixig to thi 
souvenir, which would indeed be incomplete without some production of 
your Muse- and I need not assure you that I will sacredly prize this au- 
tograph memento-- I suppose you may be acquainted with my sermon on An= 
cientMonuments of Western NeY. pub in 13 Rept-on State Cabinet- §n March 


No 1661 Cosmopolitan Art Journal see Antique Researches~---- 
baa T am with great respect very truly yours, 
T™.Anolion Ghenev. ' 


Septel6e HOSMER. 


Sept “ 
22- 
'B5e 


My Dear Sister, 
I arrived today from Lima where I paid Mr. Atwell a 


brief visit, and found MRe Sears at the Springs. He looks improved-- 
I saw Lizzie (Wells) at Lima, she was well and enjoying herself, 
It made me very sad to look on our birthplace with its memor= 


nable willow and towering Locust cut down, and gonee My little cottage 


is denuded of its shrubbery and is a sad and desolate place-- I saw 
strange faces at its doors and windows and hurried by with a heavy 
hearte I found cousin Stephen very ill, and suffering from a slow 
wasting fever, accompanied by bronchial difficulties. He is reduced 
to the diminished proportions of an Andersonville victim, He may re= 
vover but his case is a doubtful onee--- Under the circumstances I 
passed the first night at Mre Pattee's. How unlike the comforts of 
a home and the welcome of lips that are now voiceless, and cold--- 


Ohi for the touch of a vanished hand 
And the sound of a voice that is still,’ 


Many boarders still remain at the United States and the Congress, 
and the weather is very warm--~-- Be of good cheer for God is over all, 
Love to all, 
Your faithful brother, 
Wel eC -Hosmer," 
Write, Writej 


My dear Sister, 
Mre Sears and myself have had a pleasant week at Cone 


gress Halle Wednesday his brother came &fter him--and both left after 
dinner for Bristol. I was away, having an invitation to dine whth 
Smith Newman who owns the Willoughby place, west of Bird Cottage. 

I was anxious to notice changes that my own home had undergone, and 
look on trees of my own planting that had escaped the spoiler----- 
On the 27th I shall speak at Concert Hall Lima, by special request, 
Jonn Marsh cannot bear the thought that I deprived of foothold in thi 
Valley. He offered to fit up and furnish &n office for me free of ren 


and give me his own and the business of Hughela Go. I informed him 
my law library had been taken from me With the destruction of my home 


Story, 


WeH.C-He 
Sept-22 HOSME Re 
1865. - 
Letter to sister 
Lucy (eon2.) and the confiscation of all my relics and household gods, 


I feel the force of that mournful word-Alone, 


" Alone! alone no sadder word 
By mortal ear was ever heard." 


Thanks for the kindly feeling you express- and be assured my dear sister 
that they are fully recipricated. Maja Jas. Ae McPherson was rejhiced 
to see me. He has presented me he sword that he carried through his 
Virginia Campaigns. I have been also presented with a beautiful land- 
scape Painting, scene on the Nowhawk, by Mre Wilber; I wish both sere 
safe in your posession. Today the Major and myself go to Avon, 

When I lecft Stephen's symptoms were better- the chances were in 
his favor. I hope you will urge Mre Sears to return and persevere in 
the bathing, and drinking the water. 

"The Triad" 
I miss my nephew and nieces= I wake, and the music of their voices is 
not--Katharine must not forget her aboriginal name( Naewgy) Tell George 
he must grow tall for his Indian Uncle has bestowed on him the name of 
WEMPEK or the Pine. As for Otasah she lies embedded in the casket of 
of my heart- tiny as she is--- Sue,Louise, Willie, not forgetting K's 
Mammy, Caroline and Andy, are around me in my dreams, and I often wake 
of a morning, thinking that I am at Molly's . (625 Michigan Ave.) 
I have written a sharp letter to the olly Judge, and am awaiting his 
answer----- Rose is in Iowa City--poor Floy has written me a beautiful 
letter. I will keep you advised of my movements-- Please hand or semd 
inclosed to Charles. 


Ever Yours, 
Wel eC eHOS ,ere 


For in this western world are few 
Whose hearts still beat to Scotia true. 


May never ill this Logge befall, 
Our blessing in its roof and wall} 
Grief may its dwellers never know, 
Late to their graves the parents go, 
Whose children love the fairy lore, 
Their plaided fathers taught of yore. 


The vision vanished from my view, 

Winds wafting back a soft "adieu", 
Like wreaths of mist they fled away 

Touched by the golden break of day, 
But long in memory will be seen 

That Fairy Dance at Halloween. 


McPherson Lodge, 


Novei- 1005 * 


Story, 
Wel eC eHe 

Nove} HOSMER. 

1560 .. 
Maje JeAe McPherson, 
Fowlervill, NeYeo To, 

Mrse Sears; 
Your brother ColeWeH.CeHosmer desires 


me to send the enclosed. He is guest of my Mother and self at our home 
heree He is well and doing well. Has written some very fine poems since 
his return from X0§ WEAK Illinois. He has been at my home the last two 
weeks, and the enclosed poem is inscribed to my Mother, 


Very truly your servant, 
Jase AeMc Pherson, 


Dance of the Fairies 
Inscribed to Mrse one Mce Pherson, 
y 
WeH eC eHosmer,. 


The lads of Halloween were gone, 

And moonlight silvered o'er the lawn; 
The lassies had retired to rest, 

Love fluttering in each tender breast 
When lol] I heard a merry shout 

rise from the grassy turf without. 


I rose, and by the doorestone stood, 
While trooping from the beechen wood 
Hay creatures made the lawn, in view, 
Their pleasant place of rendezvous, 
Form on the velvet turf a ring 
And dance Strathspey, and Highland Flinge 


Although of lilipution size, 

Like diamonds gleamed their Raughing eyes, 
While time to measure, wild and sweet, 

Eept on the turf their buskined feet, 
And sprigs of blooming heather graced 

Their bonnets, wrought with skiil and taste. 


What language can describe their Queen? 
A fairer form was never seen; 
Of woven light her robe was made, 
The moonshine on her jewels played, 
And green plumes fluttered in her crest 
While thus McPherson Lodge she blest,=- 


With fairy spell I come to guard 

A roof that shelter gives the bards 
Where olden sports revive again 

While Halloween holds merry reign; 
Whose inmates, by their household fires, 

Honor old customs of their sirese 


Ere morn, to cross blue Ocean's foan, ts 
We leave this hospitable home, 


But ere we go will weave a spell 
T, cnard this honored mansion well; 


Story, Rochester, Ue& Ac 
WeHeC oHe 
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Patriot HOS MERe 
11-1004. 


Through his addresses,and stiring pooms,his recruiting, and participa- 
tion in the disasterous Banks Expedition(which venture impaired his heal 
permantly) Cole Hosmer won a Place on the honor role of Livingston Count 
t At a public meeting in Avon held at the UeS- Hotel it was moved by 
JeReMarsh that the Bard of Avon prepare a poem to be attached to resolu. 
tions. Subsequently conflicting rumors left the public mind uncertain as 
to General Wadsworth death. During a conversation with Mr-M.ehe let fall 


from his lips the words '"Hope and Despair"' which suggested the above 


4 


Poem 


I 
Half mast our starry flag is hung, 
Gloom o'er a mourning land is flung 


oe == = ss — a se 
~?* 


Brave Wadsworth in the van of strife 
Has offered up his precious life. 


Il 


Hope cheers the soul,----- 

Though taken captive he is yet 
Surviving with the crimson wet 

Of battle, and reported slain, 
Brave Wadsworth we will see again. 


IilI 


Hope that we nursed hath taken wing, 
The bells of death and sorrow ring; 

The chief we tsoved will stand no more 
On Genesee's bright emerald shore.’ 


Earth can boast no braver son 
Than Wadsworth, son of Livingston," 


From his address at this meeting as a member of the Committee, the psychi 
touch reveals the grieving father--"Would to God that the cannon's roar, 
and the shock of meeting hosts could have arroused my heroic boy from hi: 
shroudless grave to have again taken part in the conflict against secess! 
and rebellion----=- Those never die who fall in a just cause, their exam) 
lives to stimulate to noble action the passing generations--~- Betterr thai 


the wealth bequethed to his children is the lamented Wadsworth's great 
nama and unaullied honor his career crowned in martyrdom for truth and 


Warjicon 
Story; 
WeH.C.He 
Recruiting? HOSMER. 
Address. 

‘The issue is at hand. The question is to be decided whether the banner 
of this great Confederacy is to be trod in the dust, or to be regarded 
as the ensign of Liberty throughout the World. 

That banner blazed flinging out its stars, brighter than a thous- 
and hoonday suns when the blood of Lexington was shed and Bunker Hill 
woke the keynote of revolution at the cannon's mouth, That banner blazed 

brighter than a midsummer noon when the waters of Deleware were crossed, 

and Trenton was won; that banner blazed over Stony Point carried att the 
bayonet'is edge, and over Fort Montgomery e------ --Has the fiat gone.forth 
that those glorhous stripes and stars shall float no more in the Battle's 
van--Has the fiat gone forth that this glorious Union is to be dissolved 
by seceeders? God in his Almighty power forbid! In two wars we have 
tested the strength of this Union with the greatest power on earth, 

If we are to succumb after more than 60 years of successful exper- 
iment to man's capacity for self government, farewell to Republics<---- 
Traitors to this Democracy shall never exult in its fall--It has been 
built up with too much toil, bedewed with too much generous blood to be 
come the dream of a night. Then rally around the stripes and stars and 
remember the dying Lawrence' last words--"Don't give up the ship, Let 
Baltimore prove untrue, let the border states raise at half mast the flag 
of the Union--Let a frost fall on the patriotism of Kentucky and Tenesee 
but let us remember that General Green and Mad Anthony reconquored Georgi 
and S-Carolina from the grasp of the British Lion after its citizens swor 

allegiance----- The tree of Liberty must be watered , not by the dews of 
nature but by human blood, to increase bulk to ita trunk and expanséon to 
its shades The Flag that we uphold must be respected from the Atlantic to 
the Pacific-from the frozen north to the Gulf of Mexico,'---- 


Story, 
Martial Themes. 
Song of William's 
Light Infantry. HOS ME Re 


" The flag of thia gallant corps, the pride of Rochester had the fol- 
lowing mottoe--'"Our Country and our Home,"* 
FELlhg Out That Starry Banner. | 


Fling out that starry banner, 
We love its shining fold, 
A brighter never fluttered o'er 
The knightly men of old; .- 
And never muse of History 
Traced in her golden tome 
A prouder mottoe than it bears- 
'tOur country and our home!"', 


——_—_— — 


Fling out that starry banner} 
The wild winds live it well, 
Eyes flash to its blazonry, 
- And hearts with valor swells 
Proud symbols gracee thy battle-flag, 
Thou Queen of Victors, Rome} 
But on it flamed no words like these- 
'"Our country and our home) ';" 


Fling out that starry banner] 
A sighn of dread to foes-- 
Untwining from its staff around 
A radiant light it throws; 
Beneath it we will-brave assault; 
As rocks the white sea foam 
Stand firm for justice truth and love 
"Our country and our home]"', 





wkSrave is this grieving husband and father in his state of deseriion 
by all he held dear in the beloved past, as he pennes dirge after dirge 
at request of other bereaved towns6lk assuaging their ae first unbear- 
able agony tenderly unselfisbhly though his over worked Pagasus pblods 
stumbling and weary-- yet these unpolished verses of the fagged mind AR= 
more than the scholarly effusions of his earlier literary career 
have endeared him & one "known to be loved." 


Story >» 
WeH 0G “He 
Study 
7 HOSME Re 
mah some 
Well, knew that proud but gentle-MMMXXaXESH other choice souls of 


the Valley-homes whose inmates looked pkbyngly upon the sufferhg poet. 
whose wrongs by those who should have given guidance to preserve his 


property, stripped him of accumulations, mementoes, souvenirs, gifts 
vp re Sauda ¢ 
of value from other menof ,genius in appreciative exchange, the loss 


of which near drove him to end the struggle én cowardly suicide, but, 
in the home of John Marsh he finds sanctuary------ 


"My Study" 


I am not lonely in my quiet roon, 
Thought nought of mortal shape is near me now 
Dimly illumined is the pictured wall 
Where flitting shadows hurry to and fro; 
On painted forme and scenes my glances fall, 
While back returns a dream of Long Ago; 
I see loved streams with music in their flow, 
Within whose waves in youth I sast the line, 
And woods where, hunting, spared were faun and doe 
Through love for babe and wife, no longer mine, 
Translated to a land where reihneth love divine, 


Quaint books are on the shelves, well thumbed and old, 
Chaucer our morning star=- and Spencer,King 
Of a weird realm, with purple draped and gold, 
Sitting enthroned in an enchanted ring; 
Immortals, breathing an eternal spring, 
‘Rare Ben; 'Sweet Will! and others world renowned, 
Back the grand age of Albion's Virgin bring; 
Writers that walked,by Cam and Isis, gowned, 
And bards, neglected now, of yore with leurel crowad, 


The masterespirits of the Solemn Past 

Still in their works are living, breathing here, 
But how can one whose soul is overcast 

Con o'er the lettered tomes of bard and seer? 
A mystic voice, from far off shores I hear 

That calls on me to finish tasks begun, 
With the stern warning-'lo] the goal is neari 

Soon will thy darkened thread of life be spun, 
And chaplet for thy brow, then perchance, be won," 


To the ever sympathetic sister Lucy he turns for comfort, and to cheer 


as she too nears a crisis in her life, 


Story; 


WeH. 


CeHe 


Feb-5-16006 * 


to 
Lucy 


| HOSME Re 
EeHeSears 


My Dearest Sister, 
-~ I hope nothing untoward or evil has prevented you 


from sending a word of greeting to your absent brother, I have had two 
severe attacks: one that confined me ten days at Mrs. Mc Kay's after at- 
tending Judge Bmith's funeral, a second that confined me at Bath after 
speaking in an unwarmed hall. Under the care of Dre Campbell I am slowly 
recovering-- I have no reserve of strength or ambition----- ~ Twice I hav 
addressed, free of charge for the Monument Committee of Avon, and have 
raised quite a sum toward the erection of a Cenotaph to the memory of ow: 
dead Soldiers. I paid a tribute to the memory of our Ass#a brother that 
drew tears from many an eye--and, my home desolate~ my own dead soldier 
boy-=- My friends will not consent to my departure &gahn from my native 
valley. All are kind to me as one endeared to them by my Father's memory 
and that I have tried to do of good-- A few weeks since I spoke in Core 
4nthian Hall for the benefit of the widows and orphans of the old 15th 
Regiment--- I have their thanks and freedom of Rochester--=- The Citizens 
of Avon propose to erect a Cenotaph on which the names of all the soldie 
from this town dead in hospital, on battle field and in the horrid priso 
dens of the South, will be durably carved. Subscriptions from ali frien 
of the deceased at home or abroad will be thankfully received; It is es 
timated that the cost will be $2500. -- I am stopping at the house of 
John Marsh who is very kind to me, more than a brother in his watchful 
attentions that I so much need in my ill health.-- An office has eeen 
fitted up by himself and brother that has an elegance rather than the 
ruder look of an ofoice. I am writing at a nice table with picturss look 
ing down at me from the walls; elegant curtains drape the windows and a 
handsome mirror hangs fiparm my library case--ailurements are held 6orth t 
make me forget the mournful past, and wake like an eagle to renewed lifs« 
Oh how I long to see you all , the little triad with George at the head 


Kittw Caanfant in tha midAdAla. enA last hht nat leaaat in her unelek lave 






1 
Wedgoate Peter” 
léy EHigears 


Feb. 5's ‘@-1600. HOSMER. 
my little darling Otasa who I fear will forget me ere fate permits me to 





(26) 


look on her sweet face again. Bead and bracelet are not forgotten, I 
shall postpone buying them until I visit New York in the spring to pub- 
lish a third volume. My lingering iliness has involved me in great exe 
pense, but I shall soon regain that loss I hope. How is my dear brother 
John? I often think Bf him and pray with fervent heart that he mgy be 
restored to health and enjoy as he so richly deserves, happiness, opu- 
lence and length of dayse'-------- 

" Colonel Hosmer re an interesting letter to his paper, from Philadé 





elphia, and on e from New York. He thus closes his letter from the lat- 


ter places 
I left New York without regret, for I was ill from effects fra 


a long night ride, and slush was underfoot in the streets: and to add to 
our discomfort, a cold pitiless rain was falling from a darkened disihal 
sky. Under other circumstances, with airs from the sweet south-west, and 
cloudless sunshine , I wouuld have enjoyed visits to old haunts, where 
converse with congenial souls so often gave wing in former years to golé 
en hours. It saddened me the think that Halleck, Morris, Cozzens ,those 
literary stars that deigned to shed a passing beam on your corispondent 
in happier days, had set to rise no more. " 

They are not dead,howewer, for their works are vital wih ime- 
mortal throbbings. 
His interest never wanes on behalf of the Monument which is one of the 
insistent calls for the friendly voice urging the best efforts of his 


towns people for the sacred cause. 


Story , 
WeH.C.H. 
Marei4-1666. 
Letter to HOSMER. 
LeEoH-Sears ? 


"My Dea Lute, 
Your delightful letter gave me a pleasure that I haven not 


known for many weary months. It affordee me joy to learn that Mr. Sears 
is improving in health and that the little flock all answer at roll-call 
no face missing, no place vacant. The little triad are often presant to 
me in dreams, and my prayer is that they may ever prove a source Bf con- 
fort and pride to parents, friends and relatives. Master George will have 
much to relate to me of rural sights when I see him, Kitty must not for- 
get her uncle- Otasa doubtless cherishes a memory of something gone on wh 
which her infant eye once rested. I am preparing a volume for publication 
St will appear some time in the summer=-- Had I my law books I would re- 
sulle my Practise of law,---I have an office with John BR, Marsh, boarding 
with him, In some respects my health is improving and I try to rebist a 
tendency 06 mind to brood over the mournful past. It is seldom that I 
even look towards Willow Mount. The old land marks are fast disappearing 
and I feel sometimes like a stranger in the land of my birth, On the oc- 
casion of delivering an oration over the dead of Avon, I was honoped by 

a large audiance, and never was better satisfied with myself, Receipts 
were large, and the enthusiasm shown gave proof that I had not spoken in 
vain. The Monument must and shall rise, I have today received a letter 
from Major Jim McPherson inviting me over to Mc Pherson Lodge- I think of 
accepting the invitation for a visit of a few days will remove the de- 
pression of spirits under which I am now laboring, The eldest daughter 

of his Chief,Cluny, Lord of Cluny Castle, has just been married, and I 

am requested by his clansmen in York and Caledonia to celebrate the ad- 
vent in song. By complying I will secure a "Highland welcome’ in many a 
"teen house--with health established I would be willing longer"to Ibe 
stretched out on the rack of this rude world", Hoping God may guard your 


precious life and watch over your household, I am your attached brother, 
WeH.C Hosmer, '' 


Story ; 


WeH eCeHe 
Poet, HOSMERe 
Rose Lawn, 
July ,1606.6 
aie Wind In The West. 
tof atthe airts the wind can blaw, 
I dearly like the west, 
For there the bonnie lassie lives, 
The lassie I love best."“Burns. 
I III 
Midsummer] dreamy season, Hush, whip-poorewillj thy plainin; 
Rich romance of the year, This is a night too sweet 
With 2a robe of many colors; To teach the wild glen echoes 
And a gorgeius crown is heres Thy cadence to repeatR- 
Ten thousafid tongues chant vesperss Hush, Pastoral bell; thy thnkling, 
But the sound I love the best For the sound I love thebbest 
Is the rustling of my curtains Is the rustling of my curtains 
When the wind is in the west. When the wind is in the west, 
il : | IV 
The cool refreshing messenger Flutes blown on moonlit waters; 
Has lingered in his flight Waft warbling to mine ear, 
Where waves like molten diamonds, And Beauty, from the balcony; 
Reflect the stars of night. Leand forth the strains to hear: 
Full orchestras are Playing, The serenade enchants me, 
But the sound I love the best But the sound I love the best 
Is the rustling of my curtains Is the rustling of my curth&ins 
When the wind is in the west When the wind is in the west, 


Vv 


I know the grand old Harper 
Delights to steal a kiss 

From my guardian angel dreaming 
Within her bower of bliss; 

His wings retain the fragrance, 
Hence the sound I love the best 

Is the rustling of my curtains 
When the wind is in the west," 


Story, 
WeH-CeHe HOSME Re 
June 24-1600. 
to 
Sister Lucy. 
My Dear Sister, 

It is long since hearing from you; I hope that ill- 
health has not hindered your hand or stifled remembrance of your long 
absent brother--- I am still suffering from the old complaint--a cure is 
the slow work of time-- I am aware that action of the brain, anxiety and 
effect of grief, with an abiding sense of bitter wrong, have greatly in- 
fluenced my physical condition -- I am very weak, I have been preparing 
another volume for the press, as I may have mentioned previously-- My 
subscription baak with a goodly array of names,was stolem several weeks 
ago together with a few other chattels belonging to myself and Marsh 
Bros., were stolen from the office. A pocket book rifled of its contents 
was found in the rear of Pat Edward's lot but no trace of my booke----- 
---==e=— George Nowlen has made great improvement at the lower sprigg--- 
Another item of news-~- Stephen Hosmer is married to a Miss. Thorpe of 
Nunda-- and my son George to Miss Ann Belle of New York City,- we met 
for a few moments a few days since, and I was much pleased with her ap- 
pearance. How is your good husband? I hope Richard is himself again, 

George I suppose is a young Ajax by this time, and Miss. Coonfoot 
one of the queens of the Brairie . Otasah I will vouch for out blushes 
the June roses, while her lips have a brighter tint than the wild straw 
berriese --I enclose a poem descriptive of my study--- 

God bless your home and its circle of happy hearts. Sue, Lauise; 
and Will I hope are well-- Ever your affectionate brother, , 
WeHeCeHosmer,. 
" Left of the house of my father's the last; 
Lingering here among wrecks of the Past; 


As oft as the frame of old faith is o'erthrown 
One colume remains thunder riven and lone," 


Story; 
WeHeCeHe 
Septel1 1606. HOSMERe 
Letter 
con. (2) 
September is here with the charm he wore in the dear old time, 
put I have not heart to visit old familiar haunts. When I pass Willow 
Mount, alas how changed} I think of the old circle of happy faces,and the 
‘beauty that is vanished and returns not." 
" No mogrm, nomore;, no more] 
Such language h@lds the solemn sea 
To the sands upon its shore,’ 
In this lovely Valley, endeared to me by domestic, historic, poetic rec@- 
olections there are Places where I visit, but I have no home ; no quiet 
study where Ican gather round me the Souvenirs of the Past. If I couzd 
hold communion with some congenial spirit in my lonely hours, so I think 
of you. It gave me great pleasure to learn that you and your family were 
well. George and Coonfoot must not forget the Indian Uncle=- and Otasa 
must learn a verse from his pen for her eaPibebt reading lesson, 

I hope Mre Sears is on the highway to health: when do you look for hi: 
arrival? Give me an outline of his adventure by sea and land, Charles 
wrote that he had bought places for himself and Kate in Southern Tlli- 
noise I will write to Mary ere long----- I enjoyed a brief but delight- 
ful visit from my friend George CeBates. He intends securing me engageiel 
at the west-- in that event I shall again have the pleasure of greeting 
my dearest sister and her triad of rosy faces. 

Since Bird Cottage was desolate, and strangers crossed the sille 
the only shelter that has woke home-feeling in my sad heart has been the 
roof that covered you and yours. May God continue His blessing, guard yo 
in sunshine and storm, and atlast unite us in a mansion not made with 
hands, eternal in the Heavens} Write when leisure permits, for nothing 
comes so like a benediction, as your heart warm letters, 

Love to all-- 
Your affectionate brothgrr, 


WeH.C Hosmer." 


Story 
WeH.-CeHe 
aoe. \~taee HOSME Re 


ey Bl deere 

My dear Lute, 
You know not how much pleasure your letter gave Me; I had 

been unwell and every thing looked dark, even the looming future wore a 
widow's veile I have been a week preparing my Later Lays and lyrics for 
the press: but I meet with many pull backs in 411 Nealth-<----- 
At present Florence is here on a visit to her schoolmates: she makes her 
homp with Emma VanZandt. Not long ago Maj. James Mc ePherson called and 
gave her a ride to York for the purpose of seeing his little flock of 
deer; he caught them with the aid of Indians last winter in Canada. Their 
horns were in the velvet, and Master George would have been delighted wih 
their antic bounds and graceful forms---- My son George is is Michigan 
practising near Mt. Clemmens--- As yet there is no disposition toward 
restitution of my property; I hate to resort tolaw with slender means 
against a heartless foe armed with the sinews of war: however it must 
come to that@----- The old families of Hosmer, Watress and Pearsong had a 
reunion at the Baptist church on the 6th inst. Judge Lad, Reve Mr.Wads- 
worth and myself were the speakers. In the afternoon we had a pichic in 
the yard of J-B.Pearson. Tables were set in the open air and all enjoyed 
themselves much, though sadness came over me to think that I was hhe sole 
male representative of my father's house: poor Florence the only Semale 
scion. It seems as if I was set apart by fate for awful bereavements and 
great calamities--- I have friends, oh good friends, but their sympathies 
cannot bring back home, my scattered household and peace of mind, I feel 
at times like lying down in the furrow, but I stagger onward with hope 
the black cloud will lift. Great changes have taken place here. My father 
old friend Judge Hastings of Mount Morris was buried @ few days ago, end 
every month brings tidings of death and disolution among old Pioneer fam: 


ilies. 


WeHeCeHe / : 
When gre the He0eS -lM.E Re 
Avon Jou fo 
This was written or pkensiys 


by WelHeC oHe " The Curse of Sa-gosye-wat-hae” 


Tt is well known that the chief, Red Jacket, took strong ground, from 
the beginning, against the establishment of Missions among the tribes, 
and for a long time he was successful in his efforts to hold the ascen 
deney of the Pagan pawey above the Christian followers, The latter howe 
ever finally triumphed, and he prophecied their ruin, and,as before, 
stood up boldly against their measures, and was in cibsequence deposed, 
Through the remainder of his life he openly denounced all who adhered tc 
the party opposed to him, and carried to the grave his hatred of the rac 
that under various pretexts had sought the destruction of all the tribes 
In the spring of 1630,- the last time he crossed the Genesee River 
from the West,- he attended the Gircuit Court at Geneseo, as a witness, 
It was on that occasion, that the writer of the small effusion,-'" The 
Gurse of Sa-go-ye-wate-ha,'," marked his manner, and his bearing toward 
the white race. When about 40 depart for Geneseo, he stood on the porsh 
of the Gourt House, and deliberately surveyed the surrounding landscape 
and seemed to feel all that was imagined by the writere 
Sa-go-ye-wat-ha signifies"The Wide Awake"-or'The Wakeful Eye." 
The name "Red Jacket," was given the chief in his youth, from his wearl 
a scarle} veste 
Sa-goshe=wate-ha of the wakeful eye, 

Stood where the uplands swelling toward the East, 

Look down upon the peerless Genesse, 

Skirted with loveliness. 

He stood alone, 

And;,save in garb, unchanged in majesty, 

Baring his noble brow, as he would woo 

The cooling breeze that waved his silver locks; 

By four score winters bleached e 

He stood alone, 

Like the sere forest-oak, grown firm by age 

Erect in might and stateliness, 

And paused to gaze once more=the last in life=- 

Upon that distant-winding stream, 

the lovely vale, the cloud-capped hills, 


Familiar objects of 
A palmier day,where he was once a king, 


Story » 
WeH.C.H. 
The publisher. 
"The Curse of HOSMERe 
“Saecoehe-wateha. (con) 2. 


As if to bid adicu ti what had been 
In days gone by, a splendid, rich domain 
For the dark son's of Nature and their Prince, 


“Hal do I dream again?" he seemed to say, 

And swept his bony hand across his brow- 

" Is yonder tree,that towers to heaven the last 
 Phat-shades the Boilingofountain, where in youth 
" T learned to bend the bowe- where curled the smoke 
" Brom the rude cabin of my noble sire? 

" Yon meadows,as in days of old = are fair, 

" Wide openings for the deer and roaming elk, 

That stream, whose glassy surface oft has borne 

" My 8ndian=boy canoe, in silent search 

'" For wily beaver and the otter's lodge; 

" §t411 gently flows on toward the deep,deep sea; 

" Ags beautifully smooth as then, Those hills 

" That loom away toward the setting sun, 

" Arg but the same, as in my childhood's days. 

" But here,, where now I stand- Is ih a..dreamt-@- 

" The giant Oak was strong- the Tulip tree rose high- 
" and freely sped the wild buck on his course. 

" Here,where the white man's habitations rise, 

" A thousand warriors sent the war-cry uP 

" ™>9 the Great Spirit of the Indian's hope, 

" And there, in yonder mound=- unguarded now= 

" Condemned and trodden down- their graves arose~ 

" The mighty Chiefs that held our Nations sway; 

" Brom the dark Mohawk's banks to Huron's shores. 

" Are they no more? Thase men? those scsnes~ thoee days? 
" Soon will Oblivion, like the pall of Death, 

" Blot out the Redeman's memory from the valesj 


" Tt seems the work of yesterday, since first 

" The white man leveled ruings deadly blow 

" Against our peacoful tribes- since soft words 

" Won our wide lands, and spoiled us of our homes. 
" Tt geems a day, since, tribe with tribe we held 
" Our native sports in yonder opening glade, 

" Adverse in foot-ball and the wrestling match, 

" Since there the Indian maiden smiled upon 

" The victor, while he knelt in homage to 

" Dark eyes that ne'er had seen the white man's Bace- 
" @e hunter held his track, unchecked, unharmed- 
" The bark canoe shot lightly o'er yon streaml , 

" And forest,lake and river-all, were free. 

" Here dia@tant tribes paid homage to our Ghicf sy 

" And Logan and Tecumseh oft have prought . 

" Their tithe of wampum to the Rising-Sun] 


" But it is o'erethe fatal axe has rased 

" Qur hunting--grounds- our wigwames have decayed= 
" he remnants of our tribe are scattered wide, 
' And searce a warrior of our ancient race 

" Lives to despise the mingled paisoned blood, 

“ That will survive theirfallen, vanished worth, 


tran | 


: 
——— - ° fa 


Some friend, from the heat of 





By the mossed rock of gr e rude ietters sc 2 
Will know the wiid the manmstrei as tatad. 
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" The Curse of a 

Sa=go-heewat ha, 

Tone 3. 
: Ohi Spirit of my father, lend me aid) 
: In yon bright sphere methinks I see you> now 
: Forth from these scenes I go= the last, last look 
. I take , of all that once was lovelier far 
‘ Than what beside of Earth andHope remain. 
. Have I not crossed the wilds of Arkamsaw, 
: Trod the broad forests on Missouri's shores, 
: The Red-Pipe Calumet of Beage, too, smoked 
Where Mississippi finds his distant source, 
- And wandered far and long to find a place 
Where,in the lapse of time, forgetfulness 
s Might swallow up the miseries of the past, 
: And blot the many wrongs from Memory's Page? 
; But longs: long years ago I found ‘twas vain, 
= Now the GreatSpirit bids me once more gaze; 
A wanderer on my father's ancient lands- 

" The Redeman's broad and noble heritage, 
" Ohihere, while yet my bursting heart is full;- 
" While every look is waking thoughts of woe;- 
" Help me to breathe the last eternal curse, 
" (Shorn of his might, the Indian's last revenge) 
" On the fell spoiler of my blighted racej 


" CURSED BE HIS NAME,AND ALL HIS LANDS ACCURST i" 


He paused, nor ventured e'er again to cast 
A look at aught around. Then loftily 
He bent his steps towards Erie's storm-bent shores, 
And vanished from our sight- the noble Chief- 
Sa-go-heewat-ha of the Wake-ful eyee 


Thirty years later, this, from the White-man -------- 


"When The Wild Love of Fame’ 
When the wild love of Fame,with its anguish and fever, 
No more in my soul kindles withering fire, 
And this sensitive bosom is pulseless forever, 
And wrapped are my limbs in their funeral attire, 
Bear not my Pale relics where thousands lie sleeping 
In clustering graves near the populous mart- 
Where the dew-fall of eve the dark cypress is steeping, 
And stones rise in pomp, hewn and polished by art; 
Ohi bear my sold form to the brow of the mountain, 
Where cedar and pine groves may over me wave= 
Where the day-god may fling from his luminoua fountain 
A golden farewell when he sets om my grave;~ 
Where the scream of the panther, while darkness is reigning, 
And the long mournful howl of the wolf may be heard, 
And night summon forth, while the dad moon is waning, 
From oak-hollowed dwelling her anchorite bird. 
A tomb by the deer and the wareeagle haunted 
Is meet for a lone one who shunneth the crowd;- 
A tomb where a dirge for the dead will be chaunted 
When lightnings flash death and the thunder is loud, 


Story, 
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letter to HOSMER. 
LeEeHeSears + 
Nov. { 3th1666 ¢ 


My Dear Sisters, 
I address you both as I am off for Rochester, and hyve not 


time to write two letters before the arrival of the train, Much woudd I 
have given to have been on guard waynlver in hand when burglars invaded 
Dellwood--I believe one or more of the Peter Funks would have received 
leaden compliments. In the absence of the family, visiting on Grand Is- 
iand, henry Marsh and myself were left in charge of the house, The aafe 
was below where I slept containing $10,000 to purchase grain, The frrst 
night after the family left we had an alarm, an attempt was made tocopen 
the back door,I siezed my gun, and Henry his revolver who fired through 
a window at a moving object, but the prembses were avoided afterwards,-- 
Every arriving train brings some traveling felon and all men who have the 
bump of caution go armed to the teeth. The close of thr aful war has 

set afloat ruffians both north and south, whose profession and calling 
are Of all offenses known to the black catalogue of crime, --Dellwood is 
a favorable locality for robber encroachment owing to its lonely situa- 
tion, Therefore be prepared,and ever vigilant, and on the alert. Let some 
trusty man ever sleep below stairs=- one who is sober and brave, I wish 
my dear Lute, that I was under your roof to aid you in the hour of domes- 
tic trouble with my counsel, and if need there be with my right arm; but 
at present I have Plans to carry out- tasks almost beyond my strengt-- 

I hope however to see you before many moons with no absent face in hhe 
foreside circle- no missing link in the golden household chain of Dell- 
woods; and my dear Mary|] it rejoices me to learn that you are with my dar- 
ling Lute to cheer and comfort. It gives me Keen agony to learn that my 
brother John is no better, he is too good a man to be prematurely cut off 
or have his usefulness impaired by fearful malady, while villians fédouribh 
and knavery is blest with health and strength. After my return from the 
west I named the residence of J.R.Marsh, bought of Charles, Rose Lawn, 


Story ,con,(2) 
Novel 3th 1666. 
: HOS ME Re 


The Place is noe sold, and John Williams, late of the far famed William's 
Hotel New Brunswick NeJ. is the proprietor, Our waters cured him Sf rheu- 
matism and he concluded to end his days near the source of his restoratia 
from utter helplessness to vigompus gation. Charles will be surprised to 
know that he bought Rose Lawn comprising two acres seventeen twentieths d 
an acre- includinh household furniture and a PDair of horses and a Plain 
carriage for the round stm of $13,000., six thousand down, I drew the 
papers. Poor John has been very ill for months, and not long ago I drew 
his will-- Give my love to Sue and kisses to my gallant nephew and lovely 
nieces, also a warm handclasp with brother John's dexter with a prayer 
that he may be spared to wander with me "many a weary foot' for auld 


lang syne." # Your affectionate brother 
WeHeC Hosmer." 


This poem is suggested by a Picture resembling sweet niece Lucy, 
"Just So High," 


This picture that arrests my gaze 
A pure delight imparts 
And sends a genial summer warmth 
Through cold and worldly hearts, 
The witchery of innocence 

Beams forth from that young face 

And 1oj with up flung eye and hand 
That posture full of grace) 


A gleam of exultation lights 
The little damsel's eye 
On tip-toe marking with her rule, 
And murmuring "just so high", 
The world worn and the weary feel 
Such pictures to behold 
That nearer Heaven than now they dwelt 
In Childhood's Age of Gold. 


Thanks, artist for this charming sketch, 
This leaf from Nature's book, 
The little maid more life like grows 
The longer that I look. 
It is enough for me to know, 
That she is half divine 
And reaches up in altitude 
To this touched heart of mine. 


Story ; 
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Guest at"McPherson Lodge | HOSME Re 
Jane 7th 1667. 
to 
LeEeH Sears 
My Dear Lucy, 

Icannot allow another day to Pass without send- 
ing the compliments of the season to you and yours. I hope brother John 
has begun the year with renewed health: as for myself my illness oontin- 
ues, though I flatter myself at times that I am on the high road to health 
--Dr.e Campbell thinks that ankbety of mind and its rooted sorrows that 
cannot be plucked from memory counteract the effects of medicine, 

Rose and Florence are at Owego, and were well when last I heard 
from them, The latter sent me a Pair of stockings knit by herself,she is 
a dutiful daughter. Christmas ----- came and went--- The last day of the 
year I dined with Mary Mc Kay and her mother. There I ever receive an 
old fashioned pioneer welcome. John ReMarsh is ver’ sick at Avon--- If 
he should die I would leave Avon forever. Maj. Mc Pherson broughtm me 
home with him today, and the family gave me a Highland welcome, Next Thur 
sday evening I shall pronounce a temperance address in the Fowlerville 
church, The subject is one that young men should heed, for the tenpter is 
abroad in every town, and his victims are fast multiblying in number, 

I often think of you by day and dream of you by night, and the wind shoul 
notvisit y u too roughly if your unfortunate brother could prevent it. 
And how are the trio, George Katharine and Otasah? Your descriptin of the 
latter makes me long for wings to fly away and look upon her cradled slum 
bers this dreary winter night-- the separation is long--from the little 
left for me to love in this sad world, but 'tis so with many othems, 

A new water cure established under supervision of Dr. Blakesley hss beene 
erected on the new street that runs by the west line of the lot lately 
owned by Charles. There are many new faces in town--but the kindly smiles 
that lit up the faces of absentees are absent- the dear, the dead ,the 
scattered--- How can I plant my foot on the soil of my boyhood's old home 
or the turf of Bird Cottage wrested from me so cruellyi Give my wegards 


and tenderest sympathy to your afflicted husband--kisses to my nieces 
and nephew and believe me in grief and gloom, sickness and health ever 


Story, 


WeHeCeHe HO M Re 
letter from Chas to Lucy | —— 


Mar .3"1667/ ,following © 
death of Mr. Sears. of 
Febyurzy. 

Scammon, as an able Counsellor, no Lutie I have had too much experience, 
you must go out of the circle for good sound disinterested and honest ad- 
vice. You know Mr. Bates is an old friend and in my absence can adtise 
you to no other. As I said before I advise yoy to close up the estde soon 
as possible, to save enormous incidental expenses. I advise you tobe re- 
instated at once as an executrix=- you see the property is to be divided 
from you and yours. Willie and Louise shares will be set apart for them 
separate and entire from yours, that is Jo's plan, by which he can control 
them, and that was one of the reasons for requesting your resignatbon, as 
you can Plainly see. Qe want you to come here before you come to ayy con- 
clusion. I cannot see why it is not best to sell all, both real and person 
al, else the end of the settlement is prolonged--- How much I wishtto see 


you all and have a romp with my babies--Love to all, your affectionate 
brother Charles AeHosmer, 
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LeEeHeSears HOSMER 
Apr .2 -1567. 


Death of John Sears. Ze 


dev 


ak. = } 


ear Sister, 
Your long expected letter gave me melancholy pleasure, 

Mary had previously written the parthculars of my brother-in-law's death, 
I can assure you that yourself and children are in my thoughts byday and 
and often present in my dreams. Things undone that must engage my atten- 
tion prevent me from turning my face westward at present,but be not sure 
prised if the groves of Dellwood fling their summer shadoes round your 
long expected brother, I have the utmost confidence in the business qual 
ifications of Joseph and Mr. Officer though I think as Mr. Sears had appe 
pointed you as executrix you should not have resigned your position,.- an 
executrix has a voice in disposal of property, and of course would con- 
sult the best interests of those who have natural claims on her affection 
and caree In regerence to removal to Villa Ridge.I think your views are 
sensible. Gairo and vicinity have bad repute as to health- and I must say 
that reports of that region from Mr. Reed and others are not favorable as 
to ita sanitary condition. Like all new country's it must Pass through tle 
terrible ordeal of fevers incident to miasmic and rank vegetable Mxs#tK 
decomposithon. I regret to say that opening spring finds me in indiff ere 
health, I have been here several days trying change of air and diet, put 
still suffer from the dispeptic fiend, and extreme sensitiveness to every 
change off the weather.--- My funerai discourse on the dead of Western N. 
Y. I have delivereaé at Leroy, Geneseo, Mount Morris, Churchville ,Batavia 
Rochester and other points--but my trip eastward fell through for want of 
health --- Do you ever see my old friend George C.Bates?-- At Leroy I was 
the guest of Mrse Anderson, she was a Blodgett and a cousin of Bates; her 
mother and his were sisters. Inclosed I send a photograph of her daughter 
little Mary Anderson, that I wish you to enclose to him at Chicago, or 
send by private hand; I promised Mrs. A. 50 to do, After the settlemen} 


of the estate I wish you could be induced to make your home in the beau- 
t&Pul Wallav of vour birth. My local attachments may be over strong,but 


eo 


it seems as if the tendrils of my heart cling to every tree, bash and 
rock along the Genesee-- Why was I robbed of home and household gods? 
Why? I shall never know happiness again, and, like old Leak, desire 
no longer to be stretchrd out on the rock of weary existence.--But it 
alleviates much pain to commune with Kind souls that harbor unéer the 
roof of Mc. Pherson Lodge. Love to Sue and the children! Write soon, 
And believe me, my dear sister, in weal and woe ever, 


Your attached brother, 
WeH.C Hosmrr,” 


pur 10—/467 
Story 


WeH.C.H. letter 
to HOS ME Re 
lucy EeHeSears 


My Dear Lucy, 
Weary weeks have elapsed, and I do not hear from you, 


Your letters are usually answered two for one. I have been ill arid am 
still weak; at the "Home for Invalids"--my pen is Paying expenses, but 
Chas should return my law books for I would practise law as of more 

sure and immediate return---why does he keep them? every onej e--<- 

The heirs of my brother George are entitled under a late bounty law, to 
pay, to pay for rations while he was in captivity, also to $50. Shy 

does he not act as Attye in the matter? so honest and disinterested a 
person, having the interest of Sue so much at heart, should at once pro- 
cure a wiit claim from brothers and sisters and proceed, Enough of this 
unpleasant subject--June is here robed in her beauty, but Il have lost 

my wild linging for woodland strolls. Since my return from the west I 
have not planted foot either on my ground or the soil of Willow Mount. 
I could not bear to tarry for a moment where the vulgar stranger walks 

as owner and occupant. Rose writes that she will be in Avon the labter 
part of the month-- How are the trior George and sistersr¢ like new blown 
roses I doubt not. I am chained here at present by catises beyond my cone@ 
trol. My third volume is in the hands of a publisher---Of my literary 
ventures others have reaped the harvest--publishers secure the oyster 

I, the shall-- Sue I suppose was joking when she promised +0 write .Did 
Charles leave my ‘Documentary History" and Hazlits Works" with you? I 


suppose not-- Write my dear sister--believe me ever 
: ‘ Your fond and faithful bro, 


W.H eC eHOsmer,” 


Story, . 
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= HOS ME Re 
om 
LeEeH eSears, 


My Dear Lute--- 
I was delighted the other day to feel the warm hand-clasp 


of George CeBates. We are advertised to speak in the MeE.Church fprr the 
benefit of the Monument Fund. The enterprise, a holy one, drags owing to 
indiference of relatives and friends to perpetuate the memory of our hee 
roic Mayters. Thank God my conscience will never reproach me for lack of 
effort, and in ill health to rescue from forgetfulness the endeared Names 
of townsmen including my unfortunate son and brother, Oh} my dears sister 
in my lonely hours how I tong for your society! Something comes to lead 
me back often from the brink of despair, and I believe that spirits ap- 
ply balm to my wounded heart when the agony grows insuppoPbable,. 

Auge 29th I shall pronounce a poem at Portage Falls before a vast 
throng of Spiritualists- not that I am a believer in much that pases for 
Spiritualism, but I am conscious of mighty revelations that make our 19tIr 
Century mosy memorable. I doubt not that I shail be inspired to ppoduce 
something that will meet with your approval------- 

You would not know the old homestead. The Willow has been laid 
low, and old landmarks have been altered.e May God prosper me and prolong 
my life for a term sufficient to buy back the hallowed ground of my birtl 


plac Ce 
It maddens me to see vulgar people in the home of my distinguishec 


Sire and fond Mother. Their spirits must grieve while hovering nezr the 
desecrated place. That love which attracts the Indian to the burial places 
of his fathers, induces me to linger in Avon homeless, and with an in- 
curable heart-ache- Write often-- 


" Home for Invalids." 
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AUG e 


25 


1567. . 
Lectures. 


25th 


Dear Sir, You may perBaps think it strange that I should ask you to call 
on me--- I wish to hear you speak to a collection of Farmers on the 
Tuesday of the third day of September in the vklliage of Bath Steuben co 
Mrse Campbell tells me she thinks if you are not especially engaged you 
probably would come and stay perhaps with me next week, which if agree- 
able to you will give my wife and me much Pleasure; for, I assure you 
Sir I would enjoy your society. | 

I should be glad to pay your traveling expenses and I think we may 
raise from ten to twentyfive dollars for you. Sir. I am no hunter or 
fisher but the Messrs. Pierce merchants here are very fond of both sport 
so fetch your gun along sir. Please come as ezrly as possible and shape 
your affairs as to stay with us so long as you can stand backwoods fare, 

Very respectfully yours, 
A.Gray- 

Sir, 


Send me a line and I will meet you at dhe station with my buggy e 
AG. 


Dear Lute, 

Letters from mary and yourself giving a sketch of the birth- 
day festival gave me great Pleasure. Much would I have enjoyed being 
present and enjoyed a frolic on the greensward with my nieces and nephew 
<< Next Thursday I am to pronounce the poem at the Spiritual meeting 
to be held at Portage nezr the Upper Falls of the Genesee- and Sept 5rd 
I speak at Bath. I am a trifle better -- I have not yet been able to 
learn upon what terms the old homestead may be reclaimed; by and py I 
shall be able to inform you. Never looked our Valley more like Paradise 
restored---- Think twice before you migrate to Egypt. In the event of 
western engagements I shall enjoy the extreme felicity, my dear sister 
of feasting my sight on you once more. 


Ever Yours, 
WeHeC eHOsmer,. 


Story ; 
WelleCeHe HOS ME Re 
Letter to Daughters, at 
Owego NeYe 
Dec e 5-(86/ 6 


My Dear Daughters; 
Your tetters ever give me Pleasure, also accompanied 


by Pain that I cannot always respond by enclosures --have faith that 
my recovery is assured; the bronchial difficulties interfering with ar- 
rangements for a lecturing campaign I hope may soon be removed. 

I have been very ill, but last week I spoke at Leroy and Batavia. At the 
former place I shall speak at Starr Hall next Thursday, repeating my | 
discourse"Horrors of Intemperance"-- I am assured of good pay next Thurs 
days The Leroy tender their services free of charge, and my fees are to 
be Paid by subscription relieving me of hall hire and printing amd post- 
ing bills. Dr.Campbeli thinks if I am careful, I will be in streggth and 
voice soon; my ambition is boundless, my resolution fimmos=<<- 

I have lost many engagements by illness-one at Rochester, another 
at Hornellsville, but,"I bate not a jot of heart and hope," 
It is well, since I have been under the weather, that my pen has 
earnee a few dollars, all of which with the reservation of stamps, and 
for Bridget,(washerewoman) I herewith remit. Ben Wilcox is at work for 
me in Hornellsville, and I may get a second invitation. I cannot ke too 
thankful, these heart-sick and lonely days for kindness shown me from 
unexpected sources. Strangers frequently send me congratulatory letters 


and gifts of books. 
My townsmen without reference to sect or party lines 


feel pride in their native poet, and welcome him to their hearth stones. 
Terrible bereavements have been tempered by unlooked for mercies; unkind- 
ness from nearer cources cannot rob me of a generous share of esteem and 
love that I have won in the hearts of old pioneers and their sturgy de- 
scendantse-- Maggie Morton and Mrse JeReMarsh send their regards. Do you 
ever write your Aunt Lucy? Forget her not, she gave me shelter when i 


was sick and in need of care-----~- Tt must look dreary enough aroufid the 


Story ; 
WeHeC eHe 
Letter to Daughters, HOSMER. 
con.(2) 


Dec e 
25rd 


old vault where your Mother's precious dudt lies hidden. This hillside 
slope, near Bessie's grave, would have been a sweeter resting place, 
Send me a leaf or dried spear of grass gathered near that dreary 
vault- It will wake an electric chord- perhaps loosen this hand of fire 
that encases my brain. Hand and sight fail and I must close this scrawl 
by enjoining you both to put trust in your Heavenly, when your earthly 
Father fails to give you succor. 
' Why in a thing of Earth put trust 
Doomed to darken and disappear= 
Ashes to ashes and dust to dust, 
This is the sing we hourly hear, ' 
Many moons will wax and wane ere I look upon my daughters, for I have no 
household gods now to draw them back to the place of their nativify. 
Bird Cottage is nothing more than a memory, and the undersigned is but 
a Phantom permitted to flit a few days more anout old haunts- and think 
of the changed, the lost the dead: Christmas will come but, with all its 
sadness to your fond and foolish father, he wishes you its merriebt 


greeting most lovingly. 
WeHeCeHosmer. 


My daer Lute ; 
Your letter gave me great Pleasure. I have been very ill, 


but am now convalescent. I lost paying engagements, but Dre Campbell thir 
thinks I will soon recover strength and voice, and be fit for another 
brruggle in the battle of life-- Tomorrow I shall speak in Asbury Churcl 
Rochester before the Excelsior Lodge of Good Templars--- God give me ut- 
terence and power to move hearts in assaulting the crowning evil Bf the 
age- Intemperence---- I recently heard from my daughters; Florence seeis 
to be frail but her mind is most brilliant, she excells in effective elo: 
cutione My son George is securing a good practise and resides in doliet 
Illinois. I wish next summer you would visit me bringing the trio of 
nieces and nefhew. Theor infant eyes should become familiar with the beal 


tiful landscape on which our parents delighted to look, and we first saw 


a 1 blessi and a happy hereafter Iam-et« 
light-- Wishing you every tempora essing pry * see sat 2 
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Story, 


WeHeCeoHe 


to 


3 
A C-Van Epps Esq. 


HOSMER. 
Saas" Gep 1860 

Returning from Geneseo, where I lectured in the MeEeChurch, 
last night I found your favor of the 1$th on my Gabke.-- My cheapest 
sum for which I will speak in Geneva 1s $15. and my expenses---~- Bulwer 
uttered an axiom when he said" the issues of the head should be as well 
Paid for as the issues of the hand." The sum named is less than I have 
received wise where and nothing but the hope of aiding your Young Asso=- 
ciation, and looking on familiar scenes would induce me to accept the 


Samee Respectfully yours, 
WeH.C Hosmer,” 


July 

14th Dear Sirs- 

We should be pleased to have you come to our villiage and de= 
liver a Temperance address the fore part of August-- We have an organ~ 
ization here known as the Springport Temperance Association whib has 
met once a month for a number of years, alternately meeting in the dif- 
ferent churches. We have been wanting to get you to come here for a long 
time and believe it would have a good effect upon the people, I ane= 
nounced at our last meeting that I should engage you if possible=--- we 
number about 2000. inhabitants, on Caguha Lake,6 miles from Cayuga bridg 
» 10 from Auburn. An early reply would oblige 

Yours Truly 

Avoca; Chas HeAdams : 

Stuben Oo, PLeBe 

June 25 

Dear Sir, 


P.S 


The Good Templars and others have associated themselves to- 


sether for the purpose of obtaining you to lecture at a festival to be 
held July4th for the benefit of raising funds for a Monument to the mel-~- 
ory of our deceased soldiers. If not engaged for that night please in- 


form me immediately, 


Respectfully yours; 
F oN »-Barney 


"ie would like to get you to lecture before the Good Templars tthe 


last of July also for the funds for the Monument. 
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My Dear Lute, 
I am convalescing from a severe attack of painful indiges- 


tion--- Last Sabbath I dined with Aunt Eliza, near Churchville,She was 
feeble. Sophia is in blooming health, and uncle John as busy as eer, 

I passed the night at Cole John J.Kelsey's and next morning returned to 
my quarters here. On my way I dined at Mrse Me Kay's. The old lady is 
still suffering from Paraiysis, and Mary is sick with her right lung dis- 
eased. She will soon leave home in search of lost health, How are the 
triad? their photographs arrived safe and were much admired, At present 
they are at Owego----- I often am in soul at Dellwood=-- Rose will soon 
start for the far weste Florence I hope will visit me ere long- she is a 
dutiful and sympathetic daughter, knit me last winter several pairs of 
stockings, and is mindful of me. I trust that you regularly receive our 
weekly Journal- Mre Peck I know mails them to your address, To day the 
spring meeting of the Avon Driving Park Association commences bringing 
labor to me as paid reporter, though I do not feel able to perform the 
duty---- Before I pass away and am seen no more T shall leave a memorial 
of my honored and ever lamented father behind me I trust, of his virtues 
that will outlive the marble that is to record his name. A columm of the 
Journal I devote to Pioneer Reminiscence- I have sole charge of that de- 
partment. Yesterday I paid a visit of farewell to the death bed of old 
Mrs. Pengra. She is probably not living today; though I have not Beard 
from the Street farm where she has been residing with her son-in-law Mre 
Curtis.-- May 30th was devoted to the decoration of soldiers graves with 
flowers--save flowers of song I had nothing to offer on the unmarked, une= 
known graves of my son and brother--- My curse on the clique that con- 
spired to rob me of means to hunt for and bring back their precious dust, 
Ah Lucy, my wrongs are too grievous to bear at times, but I must struggle 
on with prayer and faith to overcome and conquor, Thanks for your seweet 


iatham Tawa and Iriaaes to nepvhew and fair nieces- Your fond, faitful bro 


Confidential 
Story, 
WeH.C.H.e HOSME Re 
to LeEeH-Sears. 
her in your missives. My friend Bates will not visit me this summern much 
to my regret. The nomination of Gov. Seymore was ratified here with blazig 


of bonfires, hoisting of banners, and firing of cannon, 
I was called on for a speech, but declined being indisposed and per-=- 


haps not in the mood. A few weeks since I visited my friend Atwell in 
Lima. He played a beautiful piece on his violin, his own composition,that 
he styles"Hosmer's March." He is among my most attached friends, afld an 
old schoolmate of Brackett's. I wish you would write to Rose and invite 
her to visit Dellwood--- Wake Sue from her long and deathlike tramee) and 
now I must close with the hope and prayer that good Angels will keep guard 


Over you and yours-- Ever your fond brother; 
WeHeC Hosmer." 


Aug 
Sth n My dear Father, Y 
Your kind and welcome letter was duly received and I 


thank you much for the enclosure-- I did not mean to reproach you and I 
am glad to have you love Floy more than me for she is more worthy of 

your love, and then she was dear Mama's baby. I am very Blad to kear the 
darling child is with you and I hope she will have a very pleasant visit 


I know she will enjoy ite--- 
I was afraid you would have trouble abaut get- 


ting anything for that Ppaper- you should have made a written contract 
with the publisher and had him pay you so much for your dities as editor 
I believe now I am a better business man than you are, I am going to 
Lockport Thursday and shall hope soon to hear from you there, Plaase 
give love to Floy and all our Avon friends. IT hope we will pass many 
happy days together dear father before we cross the "dark river" and 
I believe we will. I shall see you on my way east, but I cannot tell you 


when that will be31 Write soon to your ever affectionate, 
Daughter Rose," 


Story, 

WeH.C eHe : 

July-10-1696- 1608, HOSMER. 
O : 2 
LeEeH.Sears 


My Dear Lute . 
Your charming letter remained unanswered too long, Weare now 


having the heated term: the thremometer today is over 60 in the shade, 
Hotels are thronging with guests, and the Avon Gure has its share, Mre 
Elisha Starr and wife, Mrs. De Pew and daughter are boarding at the house 
of cousin James. Rose has gone west. I am here alone like the shattered 
column of a fallen temple; living on the memories of the mournful but 
beautiful past, and looking forward to a sphere where there are houses 
not made with hands, and no heartless robber can wrest from me a home 
Jane Nowlen has returned bu as yet I have not seen her, At the Cure 
father's old friend Rev. Robert BeCroes is stopping, he is now an old 
man, and was formerly Rector at Geneseo-- It gave me Breat joy and an un- 
cles pride to learn that your triad are in health and full of promise-- 
Coonfoot must not forget me and must teach Otasa to love " Ock-nov-sa", 
known among Redemen as Doehneyon=doh, or the Forest Eagle-- as for George, 
I observed in him a magnanimous nature, without it man is nothing more 
than "painted clay."--Bracketti; I looked forward to a consozatory letter 
from him in the hour of adverse fortune, and in the midst of bitterest 
bereavements, and he failed my better estimate of his nature,-- I mm with 
you in soul these hot days, wandering through the breezy bowers of Delle 
wood. It is a beautiful home,but dearer to me is this valley of bloon-, 
yon hillside slope with its precious graves, the haunted spots where my 
harp first woke the legend and the lay, hill and glen, lake and waterfall 
Over which in happier hour, I have flung the mantle of inspiration, 
Will the time ever tome when we can meet my dearest sister, on the old 
familiar ground once more? The Marsh family and Caledonia friends have 
cheered an existence that would otherwise have been intolerable, Mary 
McKay at present is on the banks of lake Superior in search of lost health 
her poor old crippled mother is a noble specimen of the Genesee's Rioneer 


daughters. Mrs. Gerry often speaks of you, and I hope you will notforget 


Story, 
WeH.C eH. 
July-14th HOSMER. 
1866. 
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My dear Hosmer, 


, 


I have just returned from Saliooley's Mountain to find 

a few Poems and a very Pleasant letter from YOu. Forget your no Sirj 

I feel too highly honored with your acquaintance and your corispon- 
dence to forget you, but in this busy city one is so immersed in world- 
iy matters that he gets little leisure for proving to his friends that 
he holds them in esteem and pleasant remembrance,-- About the poems we 
have of yours----be assured that what you write is fully appreciated 
and is given due thought and a good place, Wishing you long life and 
prosperity I remain, dear Mr. Hosmer,(with thanks for not forgetitting mg 


Very sincerely yours, 
Morris Phillips,” 


I recollect, yearsagone, seeing you drop into the old Home Journal 


office and scratch off a better poem, than some of our acknowledged 





boets could "accomplish" in a day. But bless you, I am older now Have 
two beautiful pledges of our affection- a fair-haired boy 2 years old 


and a dark eyed maid 11 months. 
Good bye and God bless youj 


My dear Luty, 
The bearer, Major James Mc Pherson is my attached friend 


Please give him a Highland welcome: for he is a noble fellow. Rose 
wrote that she thought of visiting you. I hope she will do so---- 
Learn from her if she visits you, what disposition was made of the 
monied consideration for my home; I suspect that there is trouble in 
camp. I am anxious to see Brackett. My health is indifferent. Love to 
the Triadi God bless you- write often and believe me 

Your fond brother, 


WeHeC Hosmer, ? 


Letters 
Story ; 
WeH.C.He 
oeraget os HOSMER. 
fe) 
lucy E.HeSears, 


My Dear Sister, 
Thanks for the kind reception you have given Rose, She is 


very dear to me, and I regret that distance and a cruel fate divide us, 
Florence made me a three weeks visit, and left Tuesday morning for Owego, 
She was pleased with the welcpme of hand and heart received by her at the 
house of Mr. Hemry Danolds. There, she was ill a few days; after her Yre- 
covery I escorted her ladyship and Em Van Zandt her'fide Achates' to Ni- 
agara Falls. Previously they had accompanied me th the Grand Masonic Pic- 
nic of Lodges, Chapters and Commanderies of Western New York to Portage 
Falls. She writes that she has safely arrived home, delighted with her 
visit that passed like a pleasant dream, leaving me alone, 

a~a-=nee~ Ere she left she dined at the MseKay Mansion, saw Mary who is 
flattered by the belief that she is better. Maj. Mc Pherson has réturned- 
said if he had been addressed at Elgin he would have visited Dellwood--~- 
he is over sensitive. I am in the midst of a hot political campaign, un- 
well and with liftle time to write. Please , if you have an oppobtunity 
to inform Wme Brackett, and George CeBates that I would like engagements 
at the west this winter. Will they interest themselves in my behalf ? 

How are the baifms, my nephew and nieces¢ they must not forget me though 
an old Indian at the burial place of his tribe, and far away. Much would 
I give to know what disposition has been made by Judge Avery of my real 
estate and siéraeiial. I have not received a cent at his hands, Tell Rose 
that I had the pleasure of lavishhing money freely on Florence, and am 

at present short- when my purse is replenished by favoring fortune, I 
will not forget her. Instead, in life's afternoon, of being homeless I 
should be the possesor of Bird Cottage, now tenanted by a stranger-- 

with my daughters like vines clasping the old shattered oak. Bates prom- 
ised tic ongagements at the west and doubtless I shall soon hear from hin, 


but a reminder wili harm note God Diess youl LY dear sister; and &#ith 
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Week? 

Press notice of 

‘yYonnondio ' hOS ME Re 

For the Atlas, 

Wxley « rutnam, New York, 
tee= the following sketch of the author and his work, are both worthy 
of a place in a news paper of as extensive circulation as the Atlas 
Mr. nosmer, toe author of this poem, was born at the villiage of Avon 
Springs, at the old ford of thr wenesee, or, as the word signifies in 
English,"the river of the pleasant valley." At that time and for many 
subsequent years, the. principal viiiiage of the Senecas was near his 
birthpiaces so that he spent his youth surrounded by indians and Indian 
associations, rie became as Pamiliar with their peculiar customs, language 
and traditions as with household gods; and in after years, all the time 
he could snatch from literary pursuits, and from the arduous duties of a 
proffessional iife, he has devoted to the study of the antiquities of 
that famous race of men, now nearly extinct,who were oncet the undispute- 
ed lords of Western New York, and who, for more than a century, success=- 
fuiiy resisted all the efforts of the rrench to plant themselves in this 
fruitful region, or to open up a communication through the valiey of teh 
Genesee, with their trading stations on the Ohio. ihe poet has been as 
happy in the selection of a subject, as he was peculiarly qualified to 
ado it justice. she theme of hos song is the famous expedition of the Mar: 
quis De Nonviile,{ Yonnondio) Governor General of Canada, who, in j48%- 
with 24ou. men, principaiity the iron=clad veterand of Louis XiV.,ianded 
au irundiguoit bay, six mites north of nochester, and penetrated as far 
up the vailey of the wenesee, as the indian yibalage af Avon Springs, 
where he was drawn into an ainbuscade, and the whole of his vanguard cut 
to pieces. visheartened at this disaster, be Nonville made a hasty re- | 
treat to Uanada. Such is the foundation of a poem the size of the Lady 
of the Lake, which, while it is not destitute of literary merit of a 


high order, contains, also,some of the wildest of their legends,and a 


WelH.~C.He i OSM E Re 
Ferss Notices of 

"yonnondio" 
ror she Atias-- 


and a true picture of indian customs and character- just as they were 
before they had degenerated into the present mongrel race,=~ just as they 
were when they: occupied that° vaiiey undisputed,-just as they lived hunt~ 
ed, fought and died. so tna. this production of nosmer may be Looked up=- 
on, not only as a valuable addition to the list of ‘American Poems’, but 
as the "last remains " of the Iroquois, No other American poet could Nave 
such ample justice to such a pureiy American subject, an. it is, also, 
gratifying to diacover tias vare combination,of a man well versed in me 
Gian character, and, at the same time, Posessed of the requisite sa.enss 
.o do them justice, and to represent faithfully the virtues and the Trault 
of savage life. As a specimen of his indian character, though not ie 
bestspecimen in the poem, 1 send you the old warechief's speech before 


the battle; ------e- 
Qld UCanene=hoot arose at iast, 
and back is shaggy mantie cast@- 
in the red girdie,round his waist, 
His fur tobaccospouch he piaced-~ 
On the grim trong a moment gazed, 
Then, whiie his tinkling bracelets rung, 
nis arm,with grace unstudied raised 
And spoke tnus in nis woou.anu vtongue;- 


"victors in many a rorest fright, 

The bird of peace has taken fuight! 

ihe tree iu wouich she 1ormed her nest, 

smoothed the bright feathers on her breast, 

and tuned her thr6at to notes so clear 
- €hat the keen hunter paused to hear, 

Is robbed of its majestic bough- 

is shorn of its broad,leafy shaded) 

and trom its trunk, dishonored now, 

Proianims mands the bark have peeled, 

And given to the naked wood 

she deep teriffic stain of biood, 

Ofi,brothers, have the paths of war 

rrom home and country ted us far- 

Our muffied treadat midnight deep, 

he nuron heard not in his sileep- 

5btiil as the dew by evening wept, 

We stoie upon him whiie he slept, 


ptory, 


WetieO of o. 
rress Notices of nhOsS ME R. 
“Lonnondio" 
Uddarsn # + “dhe prowling ries of the lake 
nae Our chain of friendship dared to break; 
panna she waters moan upon the shore, 


their feet wiii print its sands no more. 
As fiames consumes the yellow ieaves 
When the sad wind of autumn grieves, ih%: 
their warriors perished in the fire 

Of our wild unrelenting ire--- 
negardiess of our ancient fame, 

Our conquests and our dreaded name, 
rlerce xronnondio and his band 

Are thronging in ouf foresteland, 

And ask ye why with banner spread 

nis force the Fran& hath hither led? 

We scorched with fire the skulking hounds 
Who dared to cross our huntingegrounds - 
A trading base dishonest band, 

Who, in exchange for peits, had given 
wuns, lead, and black explosive sand, 

£0 tribes our power had westward driven; 
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Shall warriors who have tamed the pride 
Of rival nations far and wide 

At their own hearths be thus defied? 
Shall it be told in other days, 

she tomahawk we feared to raise, 

While the green hillocks, where repose 
the cherished dust of woodland=-kings, 
insulted by the march of foes, 

wave back indignant echoings? 

Oh! never can such craven tread 

fhe happy chase=grounds of the dead, 
And doomed will be his troubled ghost 
jo range that land forever more, 

Upon whose lone and barren coast 

the black and bitter waters ronr. 

she clime of everlasting day, 

Where groves, all red with fruitage, wave, 
And beauty never fades away, 

is only trodden by the brave." 


in answer to the bold haranque, 

Hach warrior from his beareskin sprang, 
Asignal by the Chief was made 

10 close the Council, and obeyed; 

With joy in his stern mein, he scann'd 

she waving scalpelocks of his band, 

neard with pleased ear, their vengeful vows, 
And marked with pride their frowning brows,” 


story, 


WermeC ehle ‘ 

Press notices of nOpspM st Ke 

xonnondio' 

BeSeiOrd, 

Kochester chis poem is the Offspring of a prolific imagination--= 


the hero and heroine exchange their princely palace in France for the 
indian cot in the wilderness--= his'living Indians’ described from na~ 
ture, show in glorious contrast, to the painted horrors of too many 
other authors, whose only knowledge, perhaps,was gained from legends 
heard in the city, instead of on the battle ground, We publish today a 


description of a war dance from Mre n's poem--xonnondio, is for sale at 


in single file he then arrayed 

His quivered brethern of the shade, 

And a slow dance, with measured tread, 
Around the painted warepost ied: 

Well timing to the fail of feet, 

The hollow sounding drum was beat, 
Maize-kernals in ary gourd-shell swayed, 
By hand of crone, dull rattling made 
And wildiy rose the chaunted notes 

Of battle from a thousand throats. 


War gong of the ON-Gui-Hon-Wi. 


Stanza,V- 
On=guiehonewi!eunite in one legion of dread, 
Like the turbulent river by mountain streams fed, 
jvhen rushing, all painted and plumed for the fray, 
Sweep the host of invasion, like drift-wood, away, 
—_ ———— 
Like cougar mad with taste of biocod, 
A warrior darted from the throng, 
While the dim arches of the wood 
Rang with their gathering song- 
nigh overhead his hatchet raised, 
While iishtning from his eyeeball biazed, 
Then buried in the silid oak 
Its giittering biade with rending stroke, 
Changed was the dance from measure s Low 
jo frantic ieap and deafening yell, 
and on imaginary foe 
An hundred weapons. fell, 
fill, hacked and splintered to the ground, 
in fragments lay the post around, 


Wiid and more wild the tumuit grew, 

Amid the crazed demoniac crew, 

Knbves flashed, as man to man opposed, 
Dark forms in mimic combat closed, 
Upwhirled in clouds the summer dust; 
Quick biows were aimed and furious thrust, 


ptory 
Welle’ eiie - 
Frress notices of nOowmM sk ite 
"yonnondio" | 
A quavering whistle of the Chief 
nushed suddenly the combat brief; 


ihe following is from the Knickerbocker. ihe editor says,~ 
| '\Our friend the 


late lamented YWoleWiiliam Kestone, was perhaps as famiiiar with indian 
history, indian manners, customs,virtues and vices aS any other Ameri- 
can writer-----= yet from our knowiedge, both of Mr. Hosmer and of tle 
advantages which he has enjoyed, through direct tradition as wellas per= 
sonal observation, in the study of the aboriginal character and history; 
we are inclined to yield him a place second only to the historian of Red 
Jacket. To'the wee he tellstadds the Knickerbocker) we commend our reaé¢ 
= , 


ers;satisfied that its perusal they wiil find cause to thank us, as well 


as the author'-=-- 
Many are the notices fiowing into the office of the 


author,who, is at this time a partner with his father{ Hone George Hos- 
mer) of Avon Springs New York=-- 10 Asiie Calhoun, Editor,Owego Advertiser 
Saturday Emporium, Neie, Erie Gazette, Albany Argus, Evening Post ,Buffal 
lo,ané others, Here is one signed “A Lady of Western New York"taken from 
the New York Mirror’! Well, Yonnondio, Mr. Hosmerd4s long-expected poem, 
is before us, and we rise from its perusal with a high sense of its mer=- 
its. Our literary men have so often signalily failed in portraying Indian 
character, that we feared, notwithstanding our respect for the poets 
knowledge of the Seneca language andiegends, that his work wouid dis- 
appoint public expectation, ihe story 4s captivating, and unites histor- 
4cal truth with the charm of romance, De Nonviile's invasion= an event 
that occurred i¢O years ago- is a"frame work of fact" which genius has 
successfully ciothed with"fancy's drapery'’-=- Mr nosmer, finishes a 
spirited outline of character by a few bold and abrupt strokes- in proof 
of which i refer the reader to sketches of the Jesuit in the ;st Canto, 


De Grai in the and, and the foilowing: 


Story; 
W.me efe 
rress notices of iOS mE Re 
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NereWiilis g@iwes the letter 
of"a"Lady of Western New rork." 
Quoting-- portrait of ve vrai by author. 


Vin 


Stern iime, in robbing from the face 
Of youthful symetry and grace, 
Couid not subdue his pride, nor dim 
the hawklike fierceness of his gaze, 
And brawny chest and iron 1imb 
Unwaste@ were by iength of days, 
His lofty forehead was a page 
Rough with the wrinkling lines of age, 
nis port majestical and proud; 
nis form commanding and unbowed, 
Like some oid oak, in ancient moss, 
Aand rough indented rind encased, 
From whose gray trunk the vernal gioss 
nad many a lustrum been effaced, 
Still Lifting loftily its head, 
without one bough decayed or dead, 
jhough many a bowling storm had tried 
in dust to hurl his honors down- 
Assunder rent his arms of pride, 
And scatter to the winds his crown," ! 
: 
' ola Christopher North who has a keen eye for the wild and picturesque 


would feel refreshed by a tramp with Mre nosmer’s indiand through the 

' Pleasant Valiey" Graphic are his delineations of the wooded hill, se- 
questered gien, wiliowed stream, and gray oid forest, with its Living 
things from the bird perching in its green halis, to the panther cower= 
ing in its depths-----the picture he @raws of the silvery Conesus, be- 
side which lay the Mordaunt's band of Huron robbers after the capture 
of Bianche and Wunnuthay and the destruction of "Ihe bower.” 


"and 111 his eye of savage glare 
Comported with a scene 80 faa." 


phe verse often shifts from a slow to a wiider movement, When the rush 


a 


and tumult of a forest fight are described, the measure ig rapid and in 
keeping with the crowded imagery; but it changes to a subdued and meas= 
ured flow when a wail rises for the slain, ore to use his own harmonious 


lines-- ''Ssueeeeding to the sounds of fray, _ | 
Heard are the winds and leaves at play." 


/ 
‘wr. Hosmer not oniy copies with fidelity and success Nature's exterior 


story, 
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yonnondio" 

Ner-Wiilis con. 


"Imagery, but he often finely interprets her internal ianguage,. Mark the 


following: 
''tyhe blueeLipped wave stole up the beach, 
its red, poiuted sand to bieach;: 
Breathing a low and whispered moan, 
A sad, mysterious undertone, 
As if it bore a heart and sighed 
yor those who in thai strife had died,"! 


end 


foo much praise cannot be awarded to e writer who €Grinks at inspiring 
springs in his own country- who gathers into the treasure-house of his 
fancy her legends of the Past, and out of pure home material builds up 


a literary monument. 
'’ Po long outlast his wasting form-- 
io stand when round his grave the storm 
Hath howled uncounted years,”’ 


It seems to the biographer that here is fittig place to give of the 
author's thought as prefaced in his volume of"Gompilete Poeticai Works", 


published in (854. 
'''yonnondio, 
or 
the Warriors of ihe Genesee, 
A tale of the seventeenth century. 


Dedicatory sonnet. 


thou hast been,sire, my guardian and my guide, 
and therefore it is meet that unto thee 
ihe few stray leaves should dedicated be 
Which i commit to rortune's changefui tide: 
thy voice aroused me from desponding mood, 
When pale with letter'd toil, as trumpet biast, 
Heard in the watch of mighight, sendeth blood 
through veins of starté¢ed warrior warm and fast. 
in Rurope's worn-out_world 1 have not sought 
Heroic theme, but if my native vale, 
Moved by the red-man's Legendary tale, 
Perchance from Nature's altar-f lame have caught 
One Kindling spark- and, Father, if my strain 
Win word of praise from thee, 1 have not sung in vain,"' 


nee ee meee ee ane 


Story, 
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' it was not in the monastic seclusion of a study that 1 gathered these 
''earmina incondita"' of the Iriquois. Ky their camp-fires, and at 
their councils i have been a listener, and have tasked the recollec~ 
tion of the gray-haired pioneer for rmuminiscences of the past,-----= 
bh-----beho la 2 being exibiting in the wild-independence of his native 
retreats all the prominent passions and affections of which human Nna- 
ture is susceptible, in their most vivid expression, nerving him in- 
to action and graving themselves indelibiy on the features of histace 
a being of matchless grace and beauty, standing in’ nearer kindred ‘than 
themselves to the elements 4-rivalling the shagsy denizend of the woods 
around him in their respective qualities of physical superiority--the 
elk in fleetness--the panther in agiiity--the fox in cunning--the hawk 
in watchfuliness--the beaver in wisdom--and the guant wolf in endurance 
of cold and pinghing hunger--with an intellect , quick clear and stron, 
anc speaking a language that can imitate every vibration of Nature’ har 
abounding in metaphor, pleasing the ear by its euphony, and which the 
Muses themselves would utter were they upon the earth, in our oen'Land 
of Lakes', as the region, now imperial New York, was styled by the gbor 
igines, the features of external nature, though picturesque, receive 
added charm from their association with indian dialects, Every river, 
fall, cloud-Kissing hiil, wooded point, indented bay and take,zoned is! 
bear names conferred long ago by their former proprietors,whose sig- 
nification is poetry, and whose true accentuation is the richest music, 
now descriptive and melodtous are the following: saeha-wus, a high peak 
{he splits the sky) Kos-Kongeshae-di, a cascade near the sources of the 
nudson (broken water). ie-yuesyo-wa (stream among the bass woods), 
ihough migratory in his habits, how strong and soulerooted are his lo- 
cal attachments! ihe graves of his ancestors are as precious to him as 


they were to the dying ratrarch who,making a last request to his son, 


Story, 
WersU ene 

in the author's words, nOos ME Ke 
exclaimed,'"bury me not lL pray thee, in Egypt, but i will lie with my 
fathers, and thou shalt carry me our of Kgypt and bury me in their buriai- 
place."' she prayem of the nebrew was granted, but the poor indian's cry 
'"sury me with my fathers!''is drowned in the crash of the falling forest, 
and the roar of advancing multitudes. the clannish feeling that burns in 
the neart of the kiited nighlander has a home aiso in his proud impulsive 
heart. in common with the former his hereditary animosities are quelled 
only by death, and as dear to him uerthe the groves of his childhood as 
the heather to kKob Koy. ihere are other considerations why the red man is 
worthy of iyric celebrity: ishe mystery that hangs like a brooding shadow, 
over his origin,- his marvelous religious ceremonies, the feast, the dance 
his sagacity in the chase, and on the warpath--his self-reliance in adver= 
sity and extreme perii- his dauntless bearing at the stake, his song ofde- 
fiance, and the stirring incidents without number, which chequer his rov- 
ing life, render him the highest conceivable object for artistic use= < 
the very center of poetical attraction,-and which even determined Pope,at 
one time, to make him the subject of his polished verse, 

she barbaric enterprises of antiquity in the Kasterm nemisphere 

have been paralelled in daring by the forest kings of this continent. te 
conquests of the lroquois extended over more territory than the nunnish 
invasion with Attila at its head. noman remains in sbritahn, with their 
aouble lines of circumvallation, and the bDrudidic circles of moss=covered 
stones, are objects not more interesting to the antiquary than the mighty 
tumuli of the West, and the ruins of walled towns in the wilds of Wiscnn- 
sin. What are a a few mouldering abbeys and failing turrets, compared with 
the colossal remains of empire in Central America® Poet and historian have 
lavished their skill on the burial rites of Alaric,whose bones repose in 
the sandy bed of the busentinus- byt not less imposing was the funeral oof 


black pird, the Omaha chief, who was inhumed, bestriding his war-horse,in 
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Story, 
WelsUete 
In the author's words, (2) nOSME Re 

Red Jacket, sitting in tears on a falien oak, viewing the cleared fields 
of the white man, after a fruitless hunt for game in and around the h 
haunts of his youth, was a nobler spectacle of sorrow than even Marius 
reclining amid the ruins of Carthage. The heart- broken sons of the wild- 
erness, pausing in their melancholy march toward the setting sun, to iook 
for the last time on the hunting grounds of their race, are as well wir=- 
thy of poetic homage, as the Trojan hero who thus gave utterance to his 
regrets, when driven a homeless and houseless exile from his native land¢ 


: ‘'L4ttora tum patriae lachrymans pobtusque relinguo, 
&t campos ubi iroja fuit,'"' 


Seneca,in one of his episties, writes that a ‘deepiehaded grove, filled 
with venerable trees, whose interlacing boughs shut oup the face of meaven 
inaiuses anvo tne heart the nothon of divinity''! she imagination of the 
indian, influenced by the grandeur of the natural scenery around him, has 
given an airy populace to the woods and waters. sprites that ripen corn 
ané fruit, and bring dew to the fainting flowers, like the fairies of 
British romance,'"dance their ringlets to the whistling wind,"' Presiding 
spirits contro. the elements: Guardian Manitou watches over the dusky 
voyager on the lone lake in his birchen bark--guides the hunter on the 
trail of the flying deer--and shields the plumed and painted warrior amid 
the dust and uproar of battle. the character of the indian's mythology a- 
tone is enough th refute the charge thap he is a duil, prosaic being-=--= 
the limits of a preface: the duties of an arduous profession, will not 
permit me to spread out before the reader the abundant and incontestable 
evidence that 1 nave compiied on this subject from numerous sources, many 
of which there is reason LO velieve, dave NOL COM Wavilsil wile now Lcdge 
of anyother writer---<- ihe redman's old traditions, and the tale of his 
downfall, must necessarily be ingredients ina national iiterature--threa 
in the webwork of our poetical creations,.---the most credulus wisl admit 


that the writer's themes are not unworthy of the muse ,however unskiliful 
may be his treatment of them," 


Story, — 

WettsGehe 

Literary ambitions, 

for a time lie dormant HOS ME Re 
having accepted a vacancy 

at the Naval Office,Nex1-@ity. 


My dear rather:- 
j avail myseif of the first opportunity to write a line, 


i have been duly sworn and inducted into office. My post is a very ar- 
dyous one , unlike former pursuits, but 1 am determined to master its 
detaiis. Mre Broadhead the Naval officer is a fine fellow, resterday he 
introduced me to George Bancroft, the historian in a very flattering 
manner: he also had the politeness to present me with the jst vol, of his 
admirable history of New York, just issued by the narpers, and digestéd 
from his documentary history. ihe agony of mind 1 have suffered, the 
fears that a vivid imagination conjured have in a measure Passed away, 

1 am making progress in mastering the duties of my part which involves a 
perfect knowledge of tariff duties on all exports and imports, ror the 
present Mr. robertson an old clerk , is an indispensibie assistant, but 
in a month 1 hope to acquire a facility that will not reflect discredit 
on the appointing power. Mr. Broadhead has requested me to take things 
easy-- 1 shaii not be contented with aught else than a fuil and faithful 
discharge of my trust at as early an hour as possible, br. Griswold is 
better--<-=- Love to Mother and all members of the family ciruvle, and be- 
lieve thet though absent in the flesh, 1 am often with you in spirit, 


your affectionate son, 
WetteCsHOsmer," 


to Kdward Hosmer, Grand Gulf Miss., May 2th ifss. 
My dear srother, 
ihe iil health of 
Stelia compelled me to go home. i too have been ili; ig is hard for one 
of my temperament to be shut within stone walis- denied free breathing 
in the woods, and on the banks of streams while May is busy in her work: 
of enchantress.---© Phillips the painter is now a resident of New rork 


City--- 1 hope you are careful to guard your health, Aff,etc, W.n.C.n. 


About this time Mr. Philiips painted the portrait of Mre nosmer, 


Story. Gonfides in absent brother, 
Wen-Gen. “award, of Grand Guif Miss. 


til heaith urges nOos Mn ne 

the mispiacement of 

a business career with ~s LOS$r 
office confinement far from the ~ , Sle PI CFF a 
nature haunts of a happy past. havetlt “AA — +f f 


My Dear prother, 

rour letter woud have been sooner answered had not 
411 health and absence prevented, she weather has been insufferably 
warm and 1 often sigh for the banks of the wenesee and the comforts 
of home---=confinement to a desk in this old stone coffin is a vio~ 
jation of those waws which govern a poets nature----~ 1, inlove from 
childhood with meadow hiiiside and forest, biue lake and rushing river 
must swelter in the heat and dust of the tainted city to keep, thatg 
grisly Specter Poverty from my door. 1 wouid be more contented if wife 
and weans were with me but separation from them gives me heart-ache, 
yesterday, by invitation of a ffiend 1 visited Centerville Course and 
witnessed an exciting race between two nags= Chicago dack, and Lady 
rranklin--the latter won in two straight heats- time each heat 5,iv. 
On our return we were caught in a thunder storm that drenched me to 
the skinand today i am a sufferer--All well at hates';John Stoddardtas 
been very iil-- 1 fear he is not long for this world, there was a re- 
port that my salery was to be raideed, but 1 gave it no heed, My lot 
is toil without remuneration until head and heart faii, when, iLike 
Ovid's goats i may lick the barren rock of penury-- all are well at 
the old homestead, the springs have been thronged with visitors~~ sStraa 
Strange! wedescendants of an illustrious Pioneer, who once owned af 
fourth of avon, the best town in Phelps and Gorgam's Purchase, shouid 
be compelied fo toil for bread far from our birth=place and the hearth 
of home. Ned! direct ali your energies to the accumulation of wealth 
and as a stepping stone to it guard your heaith, dash down the flowing 
bowl under the strongest temptation, and make a judicious investment of 
every doilar over and above actual necessities. Let it be said one of 
the name is independent and not burdened with debt, a slave's badge 


and coliar. Wroge soon, and beileve me, your affectionate brother, 
WmeneC.nosmer. 


Story, shadows trail, 
WenheCetis 
io wife", | nOpbdwME rhe 
veath of 
"prother Edward" Naval Office, 
Septe 2°.i855. 


My vear Wife, 
i send the enclosed, the bearer to me of sad tidings, 


break the matter to my father as gently as possible, 1 have felt for 
days a dread presentiment of iil-=- the blow has fallen, and my young=- 
est prother is his diatant grave; though kind friends were arouhd him 
no relative was near on whom he couid fix his closing eye, 

in the morning, with bright prospects of worldly advantage- he is 
cut down, and, thank God! he died beloved, and without dishonor, [I 
wouid sooner mourn for the"living lost" than for the dead who leave 
behind them the bright remembrance of an unsullied name, My dear Ned 
had Passeu the dangerous period of boyish temptation and his letters 
to me breathed a stern determination to retrieve the faiien fortunes 
of the famiiy, and win the prize of persevering indtistry, and lauda- 
bie endeavor, but he is gone- we will ilook no more on his laughing 
face, or listen to his kind affectionate voice--- When 1 left the cus- 
tom house thisafternoon, i was enjoined by Mr. Currie wjo was detain- 
by business to inform his wife that he had just received a telegraphe- 
ic despatch announcing her sisters death= on my way I thought I would 
stop at the post office and enquire for ietters, and the enclosed was 
handed me, the seal of which i broke while crossong WallSt., rerry- 
littke did 1 think what sorrow was instore for me also, 1 thought @ 
Sir thomas sbrowne's expressive words" uhe line of our days is drawn 
by night, and the various effects there in by a pancil that is invis- 
ible,'--=- After tea 1 shall call on hate\Mrse Stoddard; and announce 
the sad and unwelcome news-= 1 have been very unweii-- 1 had intend= 
ed to partake in the festival of authors at the Crystai Yaiace to- 
morrow having had a pressing invitation, but i shail not darken with 


my grief the joy of a banquit-- Love to all, 
Ever rours, 
, om 


Bc: kek oe OB) te 


story, 
WeneUene 
nome ties ever dear AOS Mb te 
Even the leastexpression 
fiiils his heart with 
gentle song. 
& ietter from ‘Rose", who is visiting the grandmother at Owego,Mrse Avery. 


My Dear rather, i received your ietter last Wednesday and was very 
glad to hear that you arrived safely. 1 have had such nice times, they 
are all so kind to me, Aunt smmai Mrs.rarrington, is here spending the 
evening so I shall be obiiged to make my letter brief, 1 received a 
letter from Mama last rriday, they are all weli, Uncle Hinch(man) and 

l have such nice times together, he is so full of fun, How is Aunt 
Kitty Mrse Jestoddard) , i have not heard from her in so loc, Give gy 
love to her and teli her i should be go delighted to have her wrive.to 
me, Aunt Mary(Miss.mehenuosmer) says she thinks she shall go +o Brooklyn 
before Christmas. ihey are ali quite weli and wish to be remembered to 


pou. it is getting to be late and i must ciose, rrom your Affectionate 
datzhter, "Rose", 
10 6«©My Daughters, 
What flowers are meet, for me so sweet 
As my daughter, eldest born? 
A violet crown the glossy brown 
Of her locks would best adorn, 
When the lines i trace of her gentle face, 
1 think an angel near, 
And griefs that sting my heart,take wing, 
ner lute-iike voice to hear 


lL will twine a wreath of the mountain heath 
ror my youngest daughter's brow, 
ror her well tuned ear delights to hear 
che wind in the pine tree's bough. 
Six summers bright a goiden light 
On her clustering curls have shed, 
And i feel the glow of iong ago 
When i iist to her bounding tread, 


Her soul has fire that says'aspire'' 

Let good or iil betide, 

And her gieesome cail is like the fall 
Of streams down a mountain side, 

Long lashes fringe with a darkening tinge, 
tyes blue as the Alpine fiower, 

And in her glance burns wiid romance; 
poon Nature's fearfu.s dower. 


1o Kose and rilorence nosmer, 


Story, 
WitieC ete 
some literary digressions iOS Mn Re 
oii the wheeis of the mil, 
that slowly,but surely 
crush the poet's spirit, as 
his health gives way. 


() she Chicago Budget writes, 
the peculiar fitmess of this American poet 


for a contributor to a western publication, has been one great induce=- 
ment to us for engaging his services.------ - -- is heart is with tie 
mountains, ravines, Prairies, forests and streams of the far west, al- 
though his abiding place is at the center of commerce,---~--~- New YoRK 
Being a man of untiring industry, he--aside from his duties in the ma- 
val department in which he golds an appointment--devotes his leisure 
time to literature. nis conformaty to the usages of the refinement and 
social life of New york City, has not extinguished the geniai fire 
which forever burns in his poetic heart;his love for the suhiime and 
the beautiful in Nathre.'---- 


‘wotham and wothamites." 
New vork,S5epte>.1854,. 


bear nudgetj~ | 
September has fiung a hazy veii over the land and sea, 


ihe wight in his golden siippers is weicome-~-~-~ narper,kedfieid, and 
the Appletons are flooding the bookemart with new Ussues~~=~ the work 
thet 1 heav read with most pieasure and profit isa"Walden or Life in 
the Woods" by ihoreau, with the impring of Ticknor and rields, Boston, 
Phiiosophy and roetry walk hand in hand through its pagese----ewitha 
calm, Observing eye he paints the revolving year. rorest sights and 
sounds- the lake in calm and storm-coming and departure of the birds- 
morning and sunset pictures, are themes that furnish a rich setting for 
thoughts that are jewels. ne rates life at its true worth, and finds 
something more noble in the aspirations of a brave soul tham in the out 
ward adornments of pomp and pride- a richer treasure in his own rhoghts 
than ever lay on the counter of a money changer ,-#ececrers- she summecr 


is ended -- 1 was chained to the dead wood of the desk-- instead of 


story, 
Wene-C He 
"the Budget" () mOS ME Ne 
Tyo wt 
the murmur of brouk brooks, bird notes, and that oid harper,the wind, 
fingering the emerald keys of oar and pine, 1 have listened to the rume 
biing omnibus and the rattling of the deade=cart, in the hot and dusty 


street--my range of vision has been bounded by brick and mortar, With 


one exception, 1 have seen littie to rouse ny flagging pulse and refre 
sh my fevered heart. Have you vivited Greenwood? If not avail yourself 
of the first opportunity and wander through the garden of graves, Sil 
van water edged by mourning willows; shady avenues, where foreign exot- 
ics mingle their foliage with the leafy survivord of old groves--<care 
riage Grives through poetic delis, and over sunny ridges, lend a charm 
to secluded Greenwood that it would be difficuit to find elsewhere-- 

to the departure of summer, | 


Farewell! thy moon is on the wane, 
thy last bright day is near its ciose; 


— eRe Se & & & &  & oo 


Octeie Queen of the Seasons! fare-thee-well| 


My bear budget; 
ihe Nestor of the Custom House is an old gantleman 


worthy of Jeoffrey Crayon's delicate limning. His name is Isaac, anc 

he is of nebrew parentage. ce was born March, i777, and entered the 
Naval Office the spring of 1796. His desk ins on the second floor, and 
being my nearest neighbor, 1. sometimes throw by the pen and chat with 
him:-Auiad Lang: syne" being the burden of our discourse,His memory is 
unimpaired, and his chirography singuiarly neat and legibie, the win- 
try whitemess of his hair is warmed by the autumn red that giows on his 
cheek,and the kindly gleam of an aye undimmed by age. ne is regarded 
with iove and affection by young and oid.nis pbiameiess life=-modest 
worth, and biand deportment make him a favorite, and his mind is rich 
in the lore of che past. The good old man has kept a record of his life 
and from its pages he permitted me to copy an extract," 


' On the 30th of april,i7%s, 1 stood in front of the old rederal Hal, 


Story, 


Wenel’ elie 
she sudget corispondence nOs ME he 


(25 


in Wali, at the head of broad Street, and saw General Washington, and 
heard him prociaimed rresident of .the United States of America; and 

through the biessing of God 4 now, on the same spot , after a period 
of 56 years record the event, April,ic4s, ~ eMeisaacs, Custom HOUSE, | 


Nevei Office.”' 
More than nine years have elapsed since this entry was made 


in his kegister, and stiil the venerabie writer is at his accustomed 
post, in enjoyment of heaith and unimpaired facuities, 1 like the se- 
city of an old man like him, shere is a meilowness, if 1 may so express 
it,in his character, that reminds me of the sweet melancholy of an au- 
tumn day-frosty, but kindly. His conversation has the ripeness of ex~ 
perience, and is a ienitive that affords me relief, when tired of task- 
work, and the monotonoud detail of business. May the day be distant whe 
he forever vacates the honored chair he fiiis so well, '" i know not,"'! 
says a great writer,'' a more beautiful spectacle in the worid than an 
olé man who has gone with h onor through its storms and contests, aid 
who reteins to the last the freshness of feeling that adorned his youth 
This is the Green old age- this makes a south=winter ofdeclining years, 
in which the sunlight warms, though the heats are gone- such are ever 


welcome to the young,"' { roilows book reviews and theatre notes) then, 


Last ihursday a friend calied, and proposed a visit to Greenwood, ne is 


‘an artist, and an enthusiastic admirer of Yoe. On our way we stopped 


in Dean Street to see Mrse Ce, the mother-in-law of the poet, She isa 
dignified oid iady, and her sad face was lined with the marks of a suf- 
fering soul. My friend, the artist, intends to remove Poe's remains 
from Baltimore, to his own buriel jot in Greenwood. at nis request sec¢ 
ed by Mrse Cel repeated the dirge on the unfortunate roet written tio 

e favorite air''True Love can ne'er forget. ' She bowed her head in 


grief-my voice faitered, and 1 couid with difficulty proceed, 


Story, 


WetteC efile 
‘The Budget | HOSME Re 
Corispondence-- 
(3) POE's DIRGE. 


Air- 
‘irue Love can ne'er forget) 


'Lowly the Lord of Song, 
neckless of wo and wrong 
in the Grave's chamber strong, 
Moulders alone!" 


shtas sang an airy sprite 
riowers dropping,pale with blight, 
While round his tomb by night, 
Autumn made moan, 


No headstone marks his place of sleep, 
No mourner wanders there to weep- 
But sings a voice at midnight deep 
these words with touching tone:=- — 
Lowly,etc. 

thorns made his journey rough, 
ne had lived long enough-- 

Black sorrow's leaden stuff 
Weighed cown his soul: 

reme had a phantom proved 
Hollow the hearts he ioved, 
Well might he reach unmoved 
Life's dreary goal. 


“aw Se Bee Oe 


What to one were home and hearth, 
peauty's smile or chiidhood's mirth, 
sounts and fiowers that gladden earth, 
Who prayed ror death and night-- 

One, with heart of kingiy mouid, 
More wretched than the beggar old, 
Who couches on the pavement cold 

Untii the morning light? 
shough hate and siander babble stiil, 
they cannot work him further iit, 

Lowly the Lord of 5ong, 

Weckiess of wo and wrong, 

in the Grave's chamber strong 

Mouiders alone." 


the poets muse is not as and fiowing as in earlier tributes to the 
departed, but his prose is untouched by his own confinement as his 


heart warms to the natural beauty of wreenwood. 


Story, 

WerisCelrs =a 
"Budget The’ nOs ME Re 
Corispondence, 


{ 


" The remains of the roet are to be removed in the spring, and his ad- 
mirers are determined that a son of genius,iike him, shall be duly 
honored in his obsewuies. & funeral oration Will vs yoviouncec, and 
with rites befitting the iisustrious dead, the minstrel wiil be bourne 
to his tomb, sidding the old iady farewell we took the cars in Court t., 
and after a Ppieasant ride reached the funera.s entrance of tne cemetery, 
Passing through which we foisowed a carriage path, than winds along the 
edge of ‘Syivan Water; until we reached"rastoral Dell'a place so lovely, 
that the fabling genius of Greece would have peopled it with the fairest 
spirits of mythology. ihe spot designated for Poe's final resting place 
1 will attempt to describe. in an eastward direction rose a beautiful 
acclivity covered witn dogwood oak and maple, and a path crossed it over 
Shadowed by October's changing foliage. South, gloomed a thik forest, 
untrimmed by man, deepened here and there in tint, by the ever=during 
crowns or pine and solemn cedar. Northward,the hiils rose, covered with 
scattered trees as in a park, and, towering in the foreground, on the 
brow of the highest elevation stood, majestic and atone, the saargest and 
most beautiful chestnut 1 ever beheld, West, rose a perfect fairy mound 
covered with a thick velvet sward bespotted with autumnal flowers, amd 
Shaded in places byscattered oaks. The quiet of the dell,its favorabke 
position for the first visitation of the moon, and mysterious Starlight, 
make it an appropriate restingplace for a poet. Even by day a solemn hum 
pervades it, only broken by lifting leaves, singing birds, and murmuring 
winds. Near the ‘Funeral sntrance' is a sytdare turret of rude construc- 
tion, in whihhdepends a bell. ithe bell strikes one when a coffin passes 


through the gate, and 1 heard seven measured strokes while in ''Pastor- 


r 


f. 
woods--it brought me in close proximity with the'pale Keaper’ of our mon 


tal joys'.--1 thought perforce what of my lingering iilness here, far 
from my beloved and her crhitAaran--man in hia heat haana nat a nhanmasire 


al bell ‘sending the deep warning vibrations through the surrounding 


ptory, 
Wen.C eile! m 
‘the Genius of the rracticile): nOS M we te 
An appretiation from 
ane rress. //) 


We have read a read a poem thus entitied from the pen of our well=Known 
correspondent ,Mre Wmen.CelHosmer, it was recently pronounced at Hamilton 
Coilege Commencement, and repeated,by request, before the literary se@- 
cieies of Dartmouth. Associating Mre nosmer's name with the wild legends 
of the Iriquois,the phenomena of the ‘Months,"Notes of the Birds" and 
graphic delineations of external nature, we were not prepared for this 
display of his versatile muse in a new field. A vein of stinging satire 
runs through the poem, erlieved by passages of great beauty, After a 
rapid survey of progress in the mechanic arts, the triumph of steam,and 
the practical results of science as appiien in the varied cailings of 
life, the poet warns us not to forget moral and spiritual culture ina 
scrambling race for weaitnh. 


' jin the world's vantheon is enthroned a god 
Prouder than those that old Olympus trod, 
but whiie to this new deity we pay 
An homage worthy of the classic day, 

Let us remember that material gain, 
if moral loss ensue, is worse than vain," 


ihe doctrine of avaliiability, that has too many advocates, to the ex= 
clusion ofmerit and acknowledged wisdom, is justly heid up to derision 


and scorn, 

"Without availability how weak, 

in public men the Highest post to seek, 

this element of progress far outweighs 

Wisdom and wit in our degenerate days, 
Acknawledged worth cannot supply its place, 

Or ceaseless toil to bless the human race, 

ihe whippers-in of party in the choice 

Of banner-bearer have the loudest voice; 

the strongest champion in the Senate=-nall 

Must stand on platforms that they build, or fall, 
Knights of the sword, and masters of the pen, 
Must bow to these ‘good Lord, good devil'mwn, 

she wheels and springs of action they controi, 
Fruitful in arts the million to ecajole; 

With glee-clubs they shout aloud their glee 
Anon the brethren meet and sHout sing 'bundee;' 
Ail parts they play, from praying saint to rogue- 
Linguists that love nigh butch, or that'swate brogue; ' 


